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shade. This Is a medieval paradise, and its inhabi-
tants have reason to rejoice in it and to say there is
no place like it.

Though small, it is intricate. At every moment
One is surprised by some unexpected view, by some
marvel of masonry, militant or ecclesiastical; by a
fountain or a statue, an old doorway, a courtyard, a
campanile, an exquisite facade, with arches and
lovely columns, balconies and carved window-
frames; by cloisters, a strange alley ending in flights
of steps, which lead to a mountain from which a fort
looks down; by a secret harbor, or a secret garden,
or a little magical grove nestling beneath a protect-
ing wall which dates from the Middle Ages, when
Ragusa was a proud republic.

Was Burne-Jones ever in Ragusa? It is like one
of the little enchanted towns he loved to paint in the
backgrounds of his pictures. Was William Morris
ever there ? It is like a city in one of his poems. It is
full of churches, and their towers are full of bells*
Monks and priests pass perpetually through the nar-
row streets with smartly dressed Austrian soldiers.
And military music, the triumph of bugles and trum-
pets, the beat and rattle of drums, joins with the
drowsy sound of church organs, and the old voices
of clocks chiming the hours, to make the symphony
of Ragusa. Men and women from the Breno Valley,
from Canali the golden, where oaks grow among the
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